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for themselves " and suite." Hotel lounges glit-
tered with uniforms and silken tunics. At cocktail-
time secretaries and equerries fluttered assiduously
round the maharajas; ministers of state gave
garden-parties. For these functions the civilians
wore white silk, their womenfolk light summer cos-
tumes ; an oasis of amiable dalliance in the long
Indian day, this frolic hour that follows sundown.
It is then that balls are mooted, tea- and dinner-
parties organized. As everybody wishes to have
everybody at his " tamasha," invitations to a cock-
tail-party are launched five days ahead.
Day and night the streets are thronged with
lordly motor-cars, the maharajas5 cars distinguish-
able by the pennons in the State colours fluttering
above the radiator-caps, which announce the
presence of their royal owners. The monarchs'
klaxons bay a deep, imperious warning ; shriller
bark the horns of the young princes speeding past
in racing cars or testing the latest models under the
rapacious eyes of salesmen from the Kashmir Gate.
Like a school quadrangle at the recreation interval,
the streets resound with a gay tumult of shouts and
laughter.
Crowded days ! Noon would find us at a state-
luncheon given by the Maharaja of Kapurthala;
night overtake us hastening to dinner with the ruler
of Panna ; and between these high-lights of a Delhi
day we spent busy afternoons at the race-course or
polo-ground.
The young Maharaja of Bhaunaghar had just
presented the city with a magnificent stadium
situated in New Delhi within sight of Viceroy's
House. He invited us to his box for the opening
ceremony. The prince is a good-looking young
man with sporting tastes. His Prime Minister, who